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For The Tiger^ the battalion magazine which I
founded and edited; for long nocturnal discussions
with the sceptical Goddard on poetry, God and the
colonel; for the holiday expedition of six of us to
Chaman on the Afghan frontier, where the railway
on to Kandahar lies stacked, against emergencies,
and one sees the mountains stand up out of the misty
plain of Afghanistan like cardboard models on a
stage. Here Afghan bandits raided the station
as we incautiously slept on the platform in the
summer heat, and stole all our belongings from the
railway carriage beside us, so that we were left with
little more than the pyjamas we stood up in.

We wired to the Mess at Quctta, "Meet train
with four topis, five sets underclothes, four jackets,
four trousers,** and were greeted on return by fifteen
fellow officers with cameras, an impromptu band
and a highly unsuitable assortment of garments, of
which my share was a pair of evening dress trousers,
a striped cricket blazer and an opera hat. For the
wind blowing like a knife-edge off Murdar in
January and the sun like a hammer-blow in June,
and the long hours in cold or heat, drilling, shooting
or marching in those glaring, stony, mountain-
ringed wastes, I am grateful too, for the nine
months' training of wind and limb without which I
should certainly not have survived the experiences
which were still in store for me, and for membership
of a cheerful and friendly society in which nobody
was trying to display intellectual brilliance or to
achieve notoriety or to outdo his colleagues.

But, as far as I was concerned, perhaps the
battalion's most brilliant stroke was selecting me as